CONFESSIONS  OF  AN  ETONIAN.
bay, with a pale face. Our intimacy commenced
under the following circumstances:
One Saturday afternoon I was staying on a
"visit with a family ? many miles from my church,
and being therefore in great need of a horse, I
at once went to look through the ^tables of an
extensive horse-dealer in a neighbouring town.
Having ascertained the price of several likely-
looking horses, I ordtred a large powerful one,
for better examination, to be led into the yard. It
was not unnecessary in this case; for the animal
had one totally-extinguished and dreadfully-
disfigured eye, a broken knee, both fore-legs
fired, and a conspicuous spavin.
" He's a little blemished, Mr. Turner," I ob-
served.
" Why, how, Sir, can you, or any other gen-
tleman, expect to see a great, fine, upstanding
horse like that ere3 but what has a some'ut ?"
But as I did, I requested to see another. For
this one he asked but eighteen pounds. With
my own eyes I could see that he stood above
fifteen hands, was only just coming six, and
was a strong, hardy animal, with a written war-
ranty for soundness. All this being quite clear,
I could not possibly account for the lowness of
the price, otherwise than by feeling quite con-
fident that there must be " a some'ut"
While thus deliberating, "Mr. Graham," said
the dealer, " will you mind what I says ? You1!!